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a deep Impression on your imagination that I
am not without hopes it will beget something
to delight the public in due time: and, no
doubt, the circumstances of this little tale
might be varied or extended, so as to make
part of a 'pastoral comedy. Age or wounds
might have kept Omeron at home, whilst his

countrymen

ENGLISHED,

To improve both air and soil,

I drain and decorate this plantation of willows,

Which was lately an unprofitable morass.

Here, far from noise and strife,

I love to wander,

Now fondly marking the progress of my trees,
Now studying the bee, its arts and manners

Here, if it pleases Almighty God,
May I often rest in the evening of life-,

Near that transparent fountain,

With some surviving friend of my youth;

Contented with a competency,

And happy with my lot.
If vain these humble wishes,
And life draws near a close,

Ye trees and friends,

And whatever else is dear?

Farewel, and long may ye flourish!
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